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play your wit, because you may depend for
fame on your sense; or if you choose to be
silentj you know you can rely on the gratitude
of many and the esteem of all; but, God help
us who are wits or witlings by profession, if we
stand not for fame there, we sink unsupported !

I am highly flattered by the news you tell
me of Coil a.* I may say to the fair painter who
does me so much honour, as Dr. Beattie says to
Ross the poet, of his muse Scota, from whlph9
by the bye, I took the idea of Coila: ('TIs a
poem of Beattie's in the Scots dialect^ which
perhaps you have never seen.)

" Ye shak your head, but o' my fegs,
Ye've set auld Scota OB her legs i
Lang had she lien wi* buffe and flegs^,

Bombaz'd and dizzie,
Her fiddle wanted strings and pegs,

Waes me, poor liizzie !>?

No,

* A lady  (daughter of Mrs.  Dunlop) was making a
picture from the description of Coila in the Vision,    E.

K 2